Napoleon Faces a Crisis
not forgotten. Now you can do the same. The royal party
are all at odds with each other. Keep them happy so that
they forget their rancor. The king loves hunting and
Haydn; listen to him play the fiddle—I could not stand
it—and talk to him of peregrine falcons. The prince de-
sires to marry one of our nieces; he will not, but it will
do no harm to give him a little hope. As for the queen,
she loves to play a la Catliarine, must see her Godoy every
hour. Above all, sing to them, chatter to them of—"
Ah! that was the game—so—"Of Paris and France,"
she broke in. "I think I understand. The fashions, fetes,
the ideal life in our country cMteaux, so that they may be
happy when they are translated there."
He looked at her with mingled admiration and irrita-
tion.
"Exactly. You have guessed it. I should not have
thought to give you directions. I can always rely on your
exquisite tact. No plans are yet made. But they are unfit
to rule, and I must prepare for eventualities."
So, still meek, for all her recent show of spirit, she re-
tired with a manner that said, "As my lord wills." But
the gallantry with which he led her to the door did not
deceive her. Why should he treat her more and more as
the child, less as the beloved companion? Once it had not
been so. No—superlative he might be in all that touched
the state, but in family matters he was no more successful
than any Jacques of the Halles, too engrossed with cab-
bages and haricots to treat his wife as more than some
one to wait behind the counter. Her own earlier indiffer-
ence she had quite overlooked, for, despite little innocent
sorties at Strasbourg, one gains a new sense of values
with the years. Now she valued her man; and, like the
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